Xhe young birds and old birds
Came flying, heavy and sad;
Keening in from Tiraragh,
Keening from Ballinafad;

Keening from Inishrrmrray,
Nor stayed for bite or sup;
This "way were all reproved
\Vho dig old customs up.

THE BALLAD OF  MOLL MAGEE
COME round me, little childer;
There, don't fling stones at me
Because I mutter as I go;
But pity Moll Magee.
Ivly man was a poor fisher
\Vith shore lines in the say;
Ivly work was saltin* herrings
The whole of the long day.
And sometimes from the saltin* shed
I scarce could drag my feet,
Under the blessed moonlight,
Along the pebbly street*
I'd always been but weakly,
And rny baby was just born;
A neighbour minded her by day,
I minded her till morn*